"DAILY   SELF-SURPAST"

the excited and violent enemy, and showing himself
in a stronger position even with only five guns.
Then he told them he was quite ready to fight but
they must strike the first blow. Once when the
fever was at its height and his men thought him
dying, they broke into open mutiny, jeering at him
and refusing to obey his orders. Whereupon he
rushed out at them with his double-barrelled pistol,
and proved to them that their lives as much as his
own depended upon discipline in the camp. Mutiny
never recurred,

But the most critical moment for any African
traveller is when his men fling down their loads and
refuse to go any farther. Livingstone's men were
indeed worn out. Continually harassed and dogged
by hostile, thieving, and murderous tribes, they des-
paired of their leader's power to bring them to the
sea. They urged him to turn back and seek the
safety of Linyanti again. He replied that he would
go on alone, and when he withdrew to his tent,
they presently came to him saying they would die
for him and never leave him. He was at that time
so reduced by fever that he could neither ride the ox
nor march, and his men had to lead him along, one
on each side, to prevent him from falling. Happily
they had now almost reached the border of Portu-
guese territory, and after crossing the Quango, Living-
stone was hospitably received by the Commandant
of the fort, and given a negro guide down to the
coast. This kindliness to a man who had appeared
like a shrunken and powerless corpse among them
without warning or credentials lasted all down the
forest paths till the sea was visible and the descent
of the hill into Loanda began. In his Journal he
naturally speaks with gratitude of the Portuguese
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